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strained every nerve at the oars to escape. This they did, by the
narrowest of margins, for the third boat was nearly caught.
Twilight came on as they sought a camping site for the night,
and just before dark a suitable piece of ice was found rocking in
the swell. The boats were hauled up, camp was pitched, and the
blubber fire soon burnt cheerfully in the darkness. Hardened to
danger, the men laughed as they ate their supper; and Shackleton
wrote, when the meal was over, that snatches of song came to him
as he wrote up his log. In two hours' time all had been rocked to
sleep except Sir Ernest and the night watchman. That " intan-
gible feeling of uneasiness," as Shackleton described an intuitive
warning of danger that never seemed to fail him, turned him out
at 11 p.m. He was walking across to the watchman when the floe
cracked beneath his feet. The rupture extended underneath a tent
and a sleeper enclosed in his bag was dropped into the sea. Sir
Ernest threw himself down, seized the unfortunate fellow and lifted
him on to the floe. Commander Worsley writes:
A second kter the two halves of the floe, immediately where the man had
been, came together with a terrific thud. . . , The rescued man began to rum-
mage in his sleeping-bag, and presently was heard to mutter, " Lost my------tin
of tobacco." Said one of the others to him, " You might have thanked Sir
Ernest for saving your life." " Yes," replied the dripping sailor," but thank-
ing him won't bring back my tobacco." 1
When everything had been moved to the larger part of the floe,
Shackleton was seen on the smaller piece disappearing alone into
the darkness as the current bore it away; but Wild immediately
launched a boat and ferried him back. There was no more sleep
that night. The roll was called and the tents were struck; then
the blubber stove was rekindled and hot milk served out. Pipes
were lighted and contentment came while they awaited the breaking
of day.
Monday, April loth, dawned at 6 a.m. and half an hour later
hot hoosh was ready, after which the. whole party embarked* Mr.
Wordie's diary takes up the story:
We got under way at 8 a.m., a strong E. wind making it none too pleasant.
. . . We only had open water till midday; then a thin tongue of pack made
us go several miles west. Finally we got through, only to find the water too
rough and stormy : so we retreated and hauled up on an isolated old pressure
floe in our rear at 2 p.m. We only hope it will last out our stay without
cracking.
1 " Endurance/* 66-7.